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'Twas well, indeed, when warm with wine,
To pledge them with a kindly tear :
To talk them o'er, to wish them here.,

To count their memories half divine;

But if they came who past away,

Behold their brides in other hands ;
The hard heir strides about their lands,

And will not yield them for a day.

Yea, tho' their sons were none of these,
Not less the yet loved sire would make
Confusion worse than death, and shake

The pillars of domestic peace.

Ah dear, but come thou back to me :

Whatever change the years have wrought,
I find not yet one lonely thought

That cries against my wish for thee.

WHEN rosy plumelets tuft the larch,
And rarely pipes the mounted thrush;
Or underneath the barren bush
Flits by the sea-blue bird of March ;
Come, wear the form by which I know
Thy spirit in time among thy peers,
The hope of unaccomplished years
Be large and lucid round thy brow.
When summer's hourly-mellowing change
May breathe with many roses sweet
Upon the thousand waves of wheat,
That ripple round the lonely grange;
Come: not in watches of the night,
But where the sunbeam broodeth warm,
Come, beauteous in thine after form,
And like a finer light in light.